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"Let's have a drink," said the other man. "Been
around here long?"

"Since October." ;

"Gee, have some cognac? It'll do you good. My
name's Berton, Ambulance Corps."

The two stared.

"What're you in?" broke in Berton.

"Infantry."

"Must be hell."

"It is."

"Say, why don't you come to Paris with me? I'm

going to desert," explained Berton.

"I'm afraid of getting caught," replied Barry.

"Not a chance; all you have to do is look slick

and use your wits. You have wits, haven't you?"

"Not many, I'm afraid ;—no, deserting isn't in my
line."

"Sure, you can ;—anyway—Paris'll make you for-

get. Take a chance. They have got your goat. To
the devil with them. Come with me."

"Not a chance," replied Barry.

"Well, you're your own doctor ; but don't leave out

about me, will you?"

"Of course not, don't be silly."

The two men left the wine shop together, Berton

insisting that the French were robbers when it came
to wines.

"God, what a country!" exclaimed Berton, "it's

commencing to rain again."

The company stood at attention. Line upon line

of khaki-clad men waited expectantly.

The sergeant appeared suddenly; there was an

ominous look on his square-jawed face.

"Attention, men," he said. The staccato voice was
again speaking. "Men," continued the sergeant,

"a few days ago, two weeks to be exact, the War De-

partment issued orders that if any deserter were
caught, he should be court-martialed and, if found

guilty, shot. Not so long ago in Company , a

man by the name of Berton deserted. He was found

Tuesday in Paris, court-martialed and proven

guilty, and so he was shot today at sunrise. His

case has been cited as an example to all others. Any
one who is low enough, who is such a dog as to de-

sert, deserves a like fate. That's all, men. Com-
pany dismissed

!"

Stephen Barry staggered away. His head was
splitting, his legs trembled ifiToer him and his whole

body and soul revolted against his fellow creatures.

Ahead of him lay the mess shacks, squatting close

to the ground, and looking for all the world like an

enormous frog sitting in a puddle. Around him
men swarmed like ants. He could stand it no longer.

Covering his face with his hands, he ran blindly to-

ward the barracks.

Stephen Barry sat writing. Outside the rain

came down in torrents. As he sat there he pon-

dered what he could write to Veronica. His Ver-

onica ! The girl who had promised to wait for him
till he came back from "Over There."

The sergeant entered the room with the mail. Im-

mediately there was a scramble, from which Barry
emerged with a letter. Taking it over to the win-

dow, he read

:

Dear Stephen:

By the time you read this, I will be married.

Please forgive me. My only excuse is that I love

him more than I loved you.

Veronica.

He read it again. Then he sat stunned. He
passed a trembling hand over his forehead. He
crumpled the letter upon the floor and half stag-

gered across the room to a chair.

His castle had fallen in ruins about him ; the

crash vibrated in his ears. That knocking, knock-

ing, knocking in his head ;—it was driving him
crazy. He sat, breathing in short gasps, and trying

to get his bearings.

He could never explain how it happened. After

reading Veronica's note everything went blank. He
had found himself running away to Paris. Why,
he knew not, but here he was, a deserter ! A dog

the sergeant had said. He, Stephen Barry, a dog.

It was unbelieveable as he stumbled through the

streets of Paris that early spring morning. He
knew not where he went; his body sagged and his

head drooped. It seemed as if he walked mechanic-

ally, just going on and on, forever.

"Steady there," said a voice in French, and then

changing to English, "What's the matter?"

Barry found himself in the arms of an old man
with corduroy trousers and flannel shirt. The shirt

was dirty. They were standing on a dock and in the

water were many boats. He wondered how he had

gotten to the dock.

"What's the matter?" repeated the old man.

The world was suddenly growing black. "Hide

me," murmured Barry. "I'm a deserter."

"I tell you, we traced him here," said the big man
with the captain's bars.

"But I tella you, he ees not here; now, no," pro-

tested an old man in overalls.

"Well, if he isn't here, so much the better for him.

Now, then, step aside and let me aboard your damn
barge."

"But he ees
"

"Enough," commanded the captain, "stand aside."

As further resistance seemed useless, the old man
stepped aside and the captain and two privates

stepped aboard.


